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AVOODLAM)S, CtniNTV OK Pt;BLr> 



WooDLAJJDs, the soat of one of our g-ood resident lauiilords, 
Colonel White, oonsidei'od in connection witli its beautiful de- 
mesne, may justly rank as the finest ari.stocratic residence iu 
the immediate vicinity of our metropolis. As an architec- 
tural composition, indeed, the liouse, or castle, as it is called, 
"vvill not bear a comparison, either for its classical correctness 
of details, or its general picturesqueness of outline, v'ith the 
Castle of Clontarf — the architectural gem of our vicinity ; but 
its proportions are on a grander scale, and its geaoral eifcct 
accordingly more imposing, while its demesne scenery, in its 
natural beauties, the richness of its plantations, and other ar- 
tificial improvements, is without a rival in our metropolitan 
county, and indeed is characterised by some features of such 
exquisite beauty as are very rarely found in park scenery any 
-where, and which are nowhere to be surpassed. Well might 
the Prince Puckler Muskan, who despite of his strange name 
has undoubtedly a true taste for the beautiful and picturesque, 
describe the entrance to this demesne as "indeed the most 
delightful in its kind that can be imagined." " Scenery," he 
continues, "by natm-e most beautiful, IkS improved by art to 
the highest degree of its capability, and, without destroying 
its free and wild character, a variety and richness of vege- 
tation, is produced which enchants the eye. Gay shrubs and 
■wild flowers, the softest turf and giant trees, festooned with 
creeping plants, fill the narrow glen through which the path 
winds, by the side of the clear dancing brook, v/hich, falling 
in little cataracts, flows on, sometimes hidden in the thicket, 
sometimes resting like liquid silver in an emerald cup, or 
rushing ujidej; overhuncjing ^vcUq^ gf rock, which natuiv seenas 



to have hung there as triumphal gates for the beneficent Naiad 
of tlie valley to pass throiigh," 

This description may appear somewhat enthusiastic, hut we 
can truly state as our own opinion, formed on a recent visit 
to Woodlands, that it is by no means overdrawn, but, on the 
contrary, that it would be equally difficult, if not impossil)le, 
either for the pencil or the pen to convey an adequate idea of 
the peculiar beauties of this little tract of fairy land. 

Singularly beautiful, however, as this sylvan glen unqujDS- 
tionably is, it is only one of the many features for which 
Woodlands is pre-eminently distinguished. Its finely undu- 
lating surface — its sheets of water, though artificially formed 
— its noble forest timber — but above all, its woodland walks, 
commanding vistas of the exquisite valley of the Liffey, with 
tlie more remote scenery boimded by the Dublin and AVicklow 
mountains — all are equally striking, and present a combina- 
tion of varied and impressive features but rarely found within 
the bounds of even a princely demesne. 

Though Woodlands derives very many of its attractions 
from modern improvements, its chief artificial features are of 
no recent creation, and are such as it would require a century 
or two to bring to their present perfection. Woodlands is 
emphatically au old place, and is said to have been granted 
by King John to Sir Geoffry Lutterel, an Anglo-Norman 
knight who accompanied him into Ireland, and in possession 
of whose descendants it remained, and was their residence 
from the close of the fifteenth till the commencement of the 
present century, w^hen it was sold to Mr Luke White by the 
lust Eavl pf Carhampton. Up tp this periodit was known by 
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the name of Lutterelstown, a name which, for various rea- 
sons, the family into whose possession it has passed have 
Tvisfilj changed. 

The principal parts of the mansion were rebuilt about fifty 
years back, but a portion of the original castle still remains, 
and an apartment in it bears the name of King John's cham- 
ber. It has also received additional extension from its pre- 
sent proprietor, who is now making further additions to the 
structure. 

Woodlands is situated on the north bank of the LifFey, 
about five miles from Dublin. P. 



PEGOY THE PISHOGUE. 
** And noWi Mickey Brennan, it's not but I have a grate 
regard ^r yqu, for troth you're a dacint boy, and a dacint 
father and ltooth0r*s child ; but you see, aviek, the short and 
the long of it ls> that you needn't be looking after my little 
girl any morei** 

Sttch wiw the ooneludon of a long and interesting harangue 
prono^fitoa by old Brian Horan of Lagh-buoy, for the purpose 
of pMl^^j his dangiiter*! sweetheart to waive his preten* 
sibni— iMl^^^d^baa^cy ner^r rery easy to effect, but doubly 
diffie^ Wl&^ thii Jiotmle 80 unceremoniously fieparat^have 
lal3«3«Q^4 un^^r i^ delusion that they were born for each 
oth^, 1^ ^M ttie dftse, in the affair of which our story tells ; 
and cel^tj^W*^^^ Mr Michael Brennan*s other merits 

may h|itl Be^n, ne was very far from exhibiting himself as a 
p^ttfAi^f n%t|eiifie on the oeoasion. 

**/^y, t^ Briaa Moranr* he outrageously exclaimed, 
" in ;tJ^C|tW!» iSf j^ thut'a out of the way, will you give me 
one r#)#i|^j^da, bad* or indifferent, and ru be satisfied?" 

** O^h, y^ ttjifortttnatd ^oisoon, don't be afther axing me," 
res^p# Si4ftfitdbief^^ 

•*M.;^^, w^ wottfdn^t I?" replied Uie rejected lover* 
" A)i%^;ire ;|liiyu)£r together slnoe she could walk-^wasn't 
she tli^ l&bit of m^ ^yea and the nuke of my heart these six 
long yi^r-Md wbea did one of ye ever dither say or sign 
that I Wii to gir« Over tmtil this blessed minute ?^tell me 
that.'^ 

** WJidy. BeBih !" groaned the closely interrogated parent; 
** 'tis true ^noiigh for you. Botheration to Peggy, I wish she 
toiiid you hersetf. I kiiew how it 'ud be; an' sure small 
bliune to you ; an* it'll kill Meny out an' otit." 

^ Is it that I amn't rich enough ?'* he asked impetuously. 

** No, avich machree, it isn't; but, sure, can't you wait an* 
ax Jreggy. 

^•Is Ft because there's any thing against me?" continued 
he, without heeding this reference to the mother of his fair 
one- — " Is it because there's any thing against me, I say, now 
or eyermore, in the shape of warrant, or summons, or bad 
wotrd, or any thing of the kind ?" 

**Qdh^fi^rearfforrear/" answered poor Brian, **but can't 
yon ax Peggy !" and he clasped his hands again and again 
wi^ bittei;ness, for the young man's interest had been, from 
lort^ and constant habit, so interwoven in his mind with those 
of his darling Meny, that he was utterly unable to check the 
burstof agotiy which the question had excited. The old man's 
eviieht^ef and evasion of the question were not lost upon his 
comnanion. . 

" Tm beKed— 1 know I am — ^I hare it all now," shouted he, 
utterly loising all command of himself. " Come, Brian Moran, 
this is no ehUd's play — ^tell me at once who dared to spake one 
word agi^st me, an' if I don't drive the lie down his throat, 
be it man, woman, or cluld, I'm willing to lose her and every 
thin^ else t c^e ^jrl" 

""Ko, then,** answered Brian, " the never a one said a 
word against you—you never left it in their power, avich; 
an* that g #hat*s breaking my heart. MilUa murther, it's all 
^ f's own " * 



rhatf* he replied^ — "Til be bound Peggy had a bad 
dhrame about the match, Axrah, out with it, an' let us hear 
what P^gy the Pishogue has to say for herself— out with it, 
mariV'li^ asthray for something to laugh at." 

*' Oh, whisht, whisht— don't talk that way of Peggy any 
hotr,** exclahned Brian, offended by this imputation on the 
nnerrinff wisdom of his helpmate. " Whatever she says, 
doesn't It ^ome to pass ? Didn't it rain on Saturday last, fine 
as th^ diy locilted ? Didn't Tun Higgins's cow die ? Wasn't 
Judy CiSJiey married to torn Knox afther all ? Ay, an' as 
gureas yottr name is Mickey Bremian, what she says will 



come true of yourself too. Forrear^ forrear / that the like 
should befall one of your dacint kin !" 

" Why, what's going to happen me ?" inquired he^ his voice 
trembling a little in spite of all his assumed carelessness : for 
contemptuously as he had alluded to the wisdom of his in- 
tended mother-in-law, it stood in too high repute not to create 
in him some dismay at the probability of his figuring unfavour- 
ably in any of her prognostications. 

** Don't ax me, don't ax me," was the sorrowing answer ; 
"but take your baste out of the stable at once, and go 
straight to Father Coffey ; and who knows but he might put 
you on some way to escape the bad luck that's afore you.' 

** Psha I fudge I *pon my sowl it's a shame for you, Brian 
Moran." 

" Divil a word of lie in it," insisted Brian ; " Peggy found it 
all out last night ; an' troth it's troubling her as much as if 
you were her own flesh and blood. More betoken, haven't you 
a mole there under your ear ?" 

** Well, and what if I have ?" rejoined he peevishly, but 
alarmed all the while by the undisguised pity which his future 
lot seemed to call forth. ** What if I have? — hadn't many a 
man the same afore me ?" 

" No doubt, Mickey, agra, and the same bad luck came to 
them too," replied Brian. ** Och, you unfortunate ignorant 
crathur, snre yon wouldn't have me marry my poor little girl 
to a man that's sooner or later to end his days on the gallows !" 

** The gsJlows r he slowly exclaimed. " Holy Virgm ! is that 
what's to become of me after all ?" He tried to utter a laugh o f 
derision and defiance, but it wonld not do ; such a vaticination 
from such a quarter was no laughing matter. So yielding at last 
to the terror which he had so v3nly affected to combat, he 
buried his face in his handd, and threw himself violently on 
the ground j while Brian, scarcely less moved by the revela- 
tion be had made on the faith of his wife's far-famed sagacity, 
seated himself compassionately beside him to administer what 
consolation he eovild. 

Mickey Brennan, in the parlance of our conntry. •was a snug 
gossoon, well to do in the world, had a nice bit of land, a com- 
fortable house, good crops, a pig or two* ft cow or two, a 
sheep or two, a handsome good*htmaottred face, a good cha- 
racter; and, what made Wm more marriageable than all the 
rest, he had the aforementioned eoods alFto himself, for his 
father and mother were dead, and his last sister had got mar- 
ried at Shrove-tidc. With all these combined advantages he 
might have selected any girl in the parish; but his choice 
was made long years before : it was xdeny Moran or nobody — 
a choice in which Meny Moran herself perfectly concurred, 
and which her father, good, easy, soft-hearted Brian, never 
thought of disputing, although he was able to give her a for- 
tune probably amounting to double what her suitor was 
worth. But was the fair one's mother ever satisfied when such 
a disparity existed ? Careful creatures I pound for pound is 
the maternal maxim in all ages and countries, and to give 
Peggy Moran her due, she was as much influenced by it as 
her betters, and murmured loud and long at the acquiescence of 
her husband in such a sacrifice. She murmnred in vain, how- 
ever : much as Brian deferred to her judgment and advice in 
all other matters, his love for his fond ana pretty Meny armed 
him with resolution in this. When she wept at her mother's 
insinuations, he always found a word oi comfort for her ; and 
if words wouldn't do, he managed to bring Mickey and her 
together, and left them to settle the matter after their oi^ni 
way — a method which seldom failed of success. But Peggy 
was not to be baulked of her will. What I she whose mere 
word could make or break any match for five mihs round, to 
be forbidden all interference in her own daughter's : it was 
not to be borne. So at last she applied herself in downright 
earnest to the task. She dreamed at the match, tossed cups at 
it, saw signs at it : in fine^ called her whole armoury of necro- 
mancy into requisition, and was rewarded at last by the discovery 
that the too highly-favoured swain was inevitaWy destined to 
end his days on the gallows — a discovery which, as has been 
already seen, fulfilled her most sanguine wishes. 

Whatever may be the opinion of other and wiser people on 
the subject, in the parish of Ballycoursey or its vicimty it was 
rather an ugly joke to be thus devoted to the infernal gois by 
a prophetess of such unerring sagacity as Peggy Moran, or, 
as sB§ was sometimes styled with reference to her skill in all 
supernatural matters, Pegg^r the Pishogue — that cognomen 
implying an acqusdntance with more things in heaven and 
earth than are dreamt of in philosophy ; and most unquestion- 
ably it was no mistiomer : the priest himsejf was not more 



